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shoulder at Jon's absorbed and smiling face, and passed
out into her little office.
And second thoughts began. Michael, Kit, her father;
the solid security of virtue and possessions ; the peace of
mind kito which she had passed of late ! All jeopardised
for the sake of a smile, and a scent of honeysuckle ! No !
That account was closed. To reopen it was to tempt
Providence. And if to tempt Providence was the practice
of Modernity, she wasn't sure whether she was modern.
Besides, who knew whether she could reopen that account ?
And she was seized by a gust of curiosity to see that wife
of his—that substitute for herself. Was she in England ?
Was she dark, like her brother Francis ? Fleur took up her
list of purchases for the morrow. With so much to do,
it was idiotic even to think about such things ! The
telephone! All day its bell had been ringing; since
nine o'clock that morning she had been dancing to its
pipe.
" Yes. . . . ? Mrs. Mont speaking. What ? But I've
ordered them. ... Oh! But really I must give them
bacon and eggs in the morning. They can't start on cocoa
only. . . . How? The Company can't aff ord ? . . .Well!
Do you want an effective service or not ? . . . Come round
to see you about it ? I really haven't time. . . . Yes, yes.
, . . now please do be nice to me and tell the manager that
they simply must be properly fed. They look so tired.
He'll understand. . . Yes. . . . Thank you ever so !"
She hung up the receiver. " Damn ! "
Someone laughed. "Oh! It's you, Holly! Cheese-
paring and red tape as usual! This is the fourth time
to-day. Well, I don't care—I'm going ahead. Look!
Here's Harridge's list for to-morrow. It's terrific, but it's
got to be. Buy it all; I'll take the risk, if I have to go
round and slobber on him." And beyond the ironic

